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WIDDER GREEN'S LAST WORDS,

“TYa goin' to die " says the Widder Geoen,
* I'm goin' to quit this sirthly scene |

It ain't no place for me to stay

Tn snch & world as "tis to-dug,

Buch works and ways ls too mnch for me,
Nobody can't lot nobody be ;

The girls I flouneed from top to toe,

Aud that is the hull o' what they know,
The mon is mad on bonds an' stocks,
Bwearin' an' shootin’ an' plekin’ locks

1"t really afraid 10 bo hing mywelf

Ef T ain't lakd on my final shelf,

There aln't a eretur but knows to-day

I never a lunatic was any way,

But sitee all orazy folks go free

I'm dreadful afraid they ) band up e !
There's another matter that's pesky hard —
1 can't go into & neighbor's yard

And may, ‘ How be you 7' or borry a pan
Bt what the paperl] have it in

‘ We're ploassd to say that Widder Green
Took dinner a T uesdey with Mes, Keene,'
Or : * Our worthy fricod Miss Green has gone
Down to Barkbausted to ses her son.’
Groat Jevusalem ! can't T stir

Without s-raiain’ some feller's fur?

There aln't no privacy, 2o to sy,

No more than {f this was she Judgmment doy
An' as fur wmeetin’—1 want 1o swear
Whenever 1 put my head in there !

Why, even 0ld Hundred s spalled and dons
Like every thing else under the suun ;

It uned 1o be so sotemn wnd slow,

Praise o the Lord frow men bolow—

Now it goes like s gallopin’ steor,

High dtddie diddle ! theore and hare,

No respect {o the Lard sbove

Nowmore'n ef He was hanid and glove

Withi all the ereturs he ever mado

An'all the Jign that was ever played,
Proachin’, too—but here 1'us dumb;

But I'll tall you what ! I'd like it somie

Ef good old Parsou Nathian Strong

Out o his grave would coan slong

An' give ns astirrin’ taste o' fire
dudgoent an' Justice s nay dewire,

"Tuin't all love and sickish =woet

That makes this world or (other complete,
But, law ! I'm told ] I'd better be dend
When the world's s-turnin over wy liead ;
Bperdts talkin® hike tarpal fools,

Bible kicked ont o' deestriet schools,
Crazy crovtures p-unrdorin’ round—
Honest folks better be vuder gronnd,

5o fare-ye-well | this airthly scene

Won't no more be postersd by Widder Green,”

AN AMERICAN SINGER.

Her Straggles and Trivmpos—The Life o nd
Adventares of Emwmua Abbolt,

In 1854, n p wr musie teacher, with a
gad fooe, eat iu the Peorin, T, depot
consoling a sick wife and a group of
restless children, Th~ father, hoping
to better his condition, Lad left the busy
city of Chieago and brought his little
flock of helpless children with hLim,
Among the children wns a little, bright
four-year old girl. They called her Em-
mn. The little thing, snrrounded by
poverty, sang and hommed and prat-
tled, for, like her father, she was fond of
musio. The poor music teachier moved
into a little wooden house on the hill,
and, after a while, Providence put
enough pupils in his way to keep pover-
ty from Lis door. At night Mr. Abbott
came home tired nnd disconraged, but
the warblings and happy chatter of lit-
tle Emma cheered him up. From her
enrliest infaney the little child had taken
intense delight in music. A song or an
organ in the street would draw the little
thing hungry from the table, A touch
on a guitar would set her in ecstasy, At
the age of mix little Emma had dreams of
singing in public, At six she was con-
stantly singing about the honse,
catehing every tune sho heard her father
play, sud at nine, to the surprise of
everybody, shie bagan to play the guitar
herself. She became so proficient with
the guitar, and created so much talk
amopg the neighbors, that her father
thonght he would better his cirenm-
stances by bringing her out with her lit-
tle brother Goorge in a concert in Pe-
orin., The night came. The little
thing, not munch taller than her gnitar,
amazed and delighted the audience. Her
debut was so sucecessful that her father
resolved to take her on a concert tonr,
This he did, and the child singer ap-

mired hundreds of times before de-
ighted conntry audiences before she was
thirteen years old. At the nge of thir-
teen little Emma was invited to visit
some school friends at Mount Pulaski,
not a great way from Peorin, While
there, knowing the poverty of her father
and wishing to surprise him with money
earned entirely by herself, sho resolved
to get up a concert ** on her ot hook.”
She went to the Pulaski printing office
in short dresses, got trusted for her
own handbills, and then went and
posted them around town herself. On
one of these handbills now before me is
printed :

Miss Abbott will sing **The Merry
Swiss Girl,” a chorns |

The little girl dide’t know what a
chorus meant, but it looked nice, and se
she had it put on the bill. She drew
quite & house; took £10, and took £7
liome to her mother, Her father now
becoming sick and disconraged, little
Emma went down to Lincoln, sang in a
school house, and then cnme home to
Fivo guitur lessons at twenty cents per

peson to pay her own tnition in a select

school. At fifteen little Emma secured
a class of twenty poor children, who
eame to recite at her mother's house,
On Sundays she sang in the Hebrew
svuagogne —a  kind old rabbi, Marx
Moses, tesching her to pronounce in
Hebrew and German,

The spring of her sixteenth birthdey
found ma's father poorer than ever
before, and the litle woman,
help her mother, tried to

She saw her father mck and dis-

cournged, her mother sick, and broth- | eral towns, but hard Inck stared at her | shabby dress and wild, sad lool she
In the midst of | everywhere,

ers and sisters hungry.
her great distress she heard of a school

to
soonte | over to Canada, Contrary to her san- |
# clerkship in a store, but failed. | gnine expectations, she found Canada a | Kellogg

“Well, I declare! But, my child,
there are fifteen applications in ahead of

yours, "’

“ But I don't think that any of them
nead it as bad as I do,"” said Kmma,

** No, aud yon are the smartest-lookin’
one in the whole lot, and as plucky as
Julius Cwsar, Have you got your cer-
tifleate "

“* No, &ir,"” faltered Emma,

“Well, my girl, if you've walked nine
miles throngh this mud and slush you'll
do to tench school for me. 8it up and
have some dinner 1"

Emma began the school the next week,
won the respect of the lpn.rﬂnta and the
love of the children, and in four months
took 840 back to her mother in Peoria.

After school closed, Emma, assisted
by her father, gave her first large concert
in Peoria, nite a aumber of amatenre
asaisted her, Rouse hall was filled, the
people ehicered, and her poor father and
mother received 8100, 118 was all used
by her father and mother, except &3,
With this amount in her hand, she left
her father sick at home and started for
Rock Island, to wvisit a young lady friend
who thought she might get up & concert
in Rock Island, Bhe found her young
Indy friend absent and her money dwin-
dled to twenty cents,

““ What shall I do?” she said Lo her-
self, nlmost disheartened,
thonght seized her., Bhe remembered

family of the name of Deer, who lived
over the Mississippi river in Moline,
“Mr. Deer will surely help me,” she
said, *and I will getup a concert there,”

Ten cents took Emma to Moline, but
Mr. Deer was absent. Mrs. Deer, a
crotehiety-faced old woman, was very
cross. She looked insinustingly nt
Emma, and said:

““I don'% kuow what a pretty young
woman like you wants of my husband.
I guess he hain't got no time to foel
away getting up concerts.”

Just then Miss Abbott spied the piano,
and asked if she might play something, In
a moment she was warbling asweet song.
The old woman listened, then dmpﬁmd
her dishes, wiped her hands on her
apron, and came and looked over her

»8 in astonishment, Just then Mr,
Jeer entered.

** ByJove, Matilds, that's nice singin’,”
he exclaimed. **Who's doin’ it 1"

“ My name is Emma—FEmma Abbott,
sir. Father used to teach—-"

“Thunder, yes! I remember Mr,
Abbott; but what are you doin’ here?
What——"'

“Well, pa and ma are very poor now,
and I've come here to see if you'd help
me get up a concert,”

“Help you?t Why, of course I will.
Yon shall have our chureh. You're a
brave girl, aud we'll get yon up a big
house,"

And she did bave it. BShe got her
bills printed, went aronnd persounlly
and announeed the concert in the
schools, and the house wae erowded.

The next night Miss Abbott sang
again, and at the end of n week sho re-
turned to Peoria with $60 in cash,
When she showed her money, her
astonished mother held up her hands,
and, with joy and sadness in strange
combination, exclaimed :

“Oh, Emma, I hope you haven't been
robbing somebody 1"

Little Emma was now past sixteen
yewrs old, She saw her father and
mother getting poorer every day. She
kuew she has talents, but she had no
one to bring themont. Her father wns
too feeble to bLelp her. Bo she started
on a concert tour thromgh Illinois—
all alone, accompanied by her faithfal
guitar, Arriving in a town she wounld
anopounce ber concert in the schools,
sometimes with poor suecess, sometimes
successfully ; but she was always hope-
ful. BShe always sent home all the
money sle did not need to use. At
Joliet a Chicago opera troupe came up
behind her, saw her bills and heard such
praises from the people that they en-
gaged her to sing with them for seventy-
five nights through Illinois, Indiana and
Michigan, where the troupe broke up
aud left her out of money.

The next town was Grand Haven, Ont
| of money and 200 miles from home, she

determined to give one more concert
| alone and raise money enough to take
her bome., FPoor, friendless and dis-
| couraged, it was to be her last effort,
| The audience came late, and among
them was o kind-kearted railroand mau,
| who listened with enthusiasm.

“ My child, yon have the voice of nn
angel ™ he said.  “ You must go to New
York."”

“ But I have no money.”

““ Well, I will give yon s pass to De-
troit. From there you can sing through
Canada to the Falls, and some way get
to New York. 'T'rust in Providence, and

o and see Parepn.  Bie isin New York.
| She'll help you."
| With thanks for the advice, and san-

guine with hor-, little Emma landed the
| next day in Detroit, and then crossed

| poor place for her. Bhe stopped at sev-

Many times she walked,
hongry, from place to place, and once,

nine miles from Pooria which needed a | to raise money, she cut off her hair and

teacher,
through the mud and slush,

Thither she went on foot | sold it.

Music was her love, nnd she

She found | forgot every discomfort in the midst of

the prineipal trustee, a kind old man, at |l of her beautiful songs,

dinner.

Once she froze her feet and sang whilo

“What do yen want, my little wo- | they ached with the intense pnin which

man " asked the old farmer, an he Jaid | followe,

The applause of the anlicnce

down his knife and fork to survey our | overcame huuger, sorrow and even the

little heroine,

“I live in Peoria, sir, and I've | desire was to get to New York and sce | &

walked —"'

“ What | walked, ehild? w.adked|”

interrupted the old man in astonish-
ment.

[ puing of frozen feet. Her one intense

{ Parcpa. On she was wafted toward the
| big eity, At Lyous, in Wayne county,
| her money gave out, and she stopped to
sing in u school house. All day long

“You, sir; and I want to teach your | she went without food. Sheactually

school.”

| sung when faint and bungry. With the

her father had once tanght music in a |

proceeds she bought a good su , and
continued on her way to New Eork.

After two weeks of singing and hoping
and struggling, Miss Abbott finally ar-
riv?lit' in t'ew l'ork.t :Illc;n%' n.l:gl in the
nig putting up a ington
house. The next night she paid her last
money for a ticket to the opera ; but,
to her great disappointment, Parepa did
not sing, She finally heard Parepa at
Bteinway hall, but never sucoeedad in
meeting her face to face.

Failimg to interest auy one in her voice
in New York, and rolicitous for the wel-
fare of Ler father and mother, Miss Ab-
bott resolved to return to the West.
What conld she doi She was out of
money, with no friend, except hersweot,
bird-like voice. Many a time this voice
had been her salvation before, It had
opened stony hearts, So, borrowing $16
from a Indy in the hotel, our little wan-
derer started for the West, Her money
took her to Monroe, Mich., where she
hnzarded everything in advertising three

Mies Abbott o letter to Erraui, a singin
toncher in New York, and money enoug
to pursue her studies for for two years,
ith tears in her eyes, little Emma
thanked her bonefactor—the singing an-
gel sent by the Lord to lead her ont of
captivity, Then she came to Now York.
A home at Dr, Elder's, two years with
Errani, and au engngement to sing in
Dr, Chapin’s Fifth Avenue church at
81,600 a year quickly followed. Sunday
after Bunday that great coungregstion
was melted by Miss Abbott's magic
voics, Trinmph after trinmph eame,
but still beyond she hoped for more,
She longed for fame~-for recognition,
One day (March 1, 1872) a rich busi-
ness man, whose heart was big{;vr than
his pocket-book—Mr, John T. Daly,
who afterward built the Windsor Lotel—
sat down in his office and wrote a little
note to Miss Abbott. It was short, but
it was worthy of Mr. Daly, who was al-
ways doing prineely things, and it filled

her heart with a flood of joy. Mur. Daly

concerts, The nights were stormy, and
slie lost all her money. She conld not
ay her hotel bill, and the unfeeling |
andlord held on to her guitar, With
tears in her eyes she left it, and went on
to the vexi town, where she sang in an
"ico eream saloon, making money enongh
to go back and rodeem hor guitar,  This

Then a new | wasone of the most dismal episodes in | do not wish to receive so much

| Miss Abbott's life. So Jdisconraged wis
she that when a theatrieal troupe came |
along she was glad to join it for seventy |
nights, to sing in Towa, Kansas, and
even out among the Nebraskn Indians,
sending the proceeds to her mothes,

Ambitions of success she now tried,
with poor luck, three concerts nlone in
Milwankee and Chieago. The people
bad never heard of her wonderful voice,
and they wonld not come out to hear
one young lady sing.

Her ill suocess in Chieago and Mil-
wankee induced her to try the provin-
cial towns again, so little kmma started
for Plymouth, Ind., where she adver-
tised to sing in the parlors of the United
States hotel. The andience was small,
and she had to pawn her guitar for $2.50
to pay her hotel bill, She also pawned |
her concert dress, the only nice dress |
she bad, to get money enough to go to |
Fort Wayne, Ind., a few miles beyond, |
where she advertised for another concert. |
The concert was in the parlor of the
Evelin Honse, and having no gnitar, she
engaged the clerk in the music store to
play her accompaniments, The few who
eame were delighted, and her receipts
were £18, With this she went back to
Plymouth, redeemed her guitar and
dress, and sent §5 to her mother.

With bad luek all aronnd her, and the
future almost hopeless, Miss Abbott
now almost gave up in despair. Then |
the thomght that her poor mother and |
gisters depended upon her impelled her |
to make one more effort.

“ T will go to Toledo," she eaid, **and
make one more effort and trust in Provi-
dence for the rest.”

Arriving at Toledo, she advertised to
ging in the parlor of the Oliver house.
Fate wns against her, The small audi-
ence, thongh enthusinstie, did not pay
expenses, but the chivalrous landlord
refused to take her guitar,

“ No, sir " said he, forgettine that he
was addressing a young lady, ** George
Brown sin't going to take no yonng lady’s
guitar—and mor'n that, you can stay and
try it again "

Things now looked dismal enongh.
Her splendid courage began to give ont,
Behind her she saw nothing but a three
years' struggle with poverty. The fu-
ture looked as black as midnight. The
kindness of George Brown brought tears
to lier eyes, but after it came the dread-
ful thought of —suicide. Theideaof fail-
ure in the secheme of her life wns dread-
ful. Thac day little Emma went with a
bursting heart and looked off the great
Toledo pier, and the thought of jumping
off struggled in her bosom. Badly she
turmed away, Howe was gone, but she
thought of her mother, and love for
hier still buoyed her up.

Returning to the Oliver honse, she
eaught a glimpse of Clara Lonise Kel-
logg, then in the zenith of her fame, but
in & moment she was gone. Bhe disap-
peared, with a piece of musie, in the
Oliver house, Following after, hittle
Emma encountored Miss Kellogg's maid.

“Oh, I do want to see Miss Kellogg
so much " she exclaimed {o Petrilla,
“Oh, can't 1 see heri"

# Sha's just gone in to dinver with her
mother, but ahe will be out in a mo-
wment,” answered Miss Kellogg's maid,

In a few minutes Miss Kellogg came
out with her mother,

“I"'m Miss Abbott,"” said little Emma,
half frightened, **and I do wish to see

you fo much 1"
“ Never mind, come in. What can I
dofor you!" asked the kind-hearted Misy
Kellogg.
“1 want you to try my voice. I do
{ think I can ﬁiug. and if yon only say so
| I shaitl be sure,” mid little Enma, look-
ing ",\‘ pleadingly with her clear blue eyes
“ Why, certainly, my child," said Miss
‘s mother, who got up and opened
the piano, but sesing little Emma's

[held up her hands and excluimed :
“ Why, Louise, where has this poor child
been wandering i

In & moment Miss Abbott was singing
one of her beautiful ballads, fall of ua-
| tive sweetness and pathos. As her mag-
| fenl voiee touched those high, clear notes

(which bave since astonished the kings

{and princea of Europe, Miss Kollogg's

| invited to the palace of the Rothachilds

| whom Nilsson recommended her, finally

mother sat in mute wonder. The ears

of the good mother of the great singer |

swrmed o feast on the clear, sweet
straing ; then she burst out enthusiastic-
ally : |

“ Lonise | Louisat Do you hear that
voice—how olear—no  break there!
That's the voice for me |

| That night Mis Kellogg kin.ily gave

A SCALPED MAN’S STORY.

How It Feels to Have Your Top-kuot Torn
Off by the Ald of an Indian's Knife.
[From the Kensas City Times, ]

There arrived here on Friday even-
ing's Kansas Pacifle train n party of
three persons, direct from Deadwood
Qity, the new mining town in the Black
Hills. Learning that one of the party
had been shot and sealped by Indians,
a reporter songht them out, and from
Mr. A, P. Woodward, formerly of Bos-
ton, but latterly of Cuaster, obtained the
following interesting fncts relating to a
recent massaore abont seventy miles
north of Fort Laramie, Mr, Woodward
was pecompanied by T. B, Gates, of St
Lonis, and Herman Ganzio, of Milwau-
kee, the latter wounded and suffering
from a wonnd in the scalp, The realp
1, in fact, half gone,

It hns often been said that a man ean |
live after being scalped ; but nntil last
Friday evening no ocular proof had been

told her how he admired her talent and
respected her pluek, and that if she |
wished to to Milan and study he
wonld fumish her the money.

“1 waut to go,” said Miss Abbott, |
when the writer talked with her, ler |
eyes all the time beaming with grati- |
tude, **Itis the hope of my life, but I |
from one |

serson, If the whole congregation will
interest themselves in me how glndly I
will go,”

“ Very well,” said & leading member,
Mra, George Luke, on the wmorniug of
March 20, I will give 81,000 toward
it.” Then Mra. George Hoffman gave
8500, Mr, C. P. Huntington 8500, Mr,
John Q. Hoyt 8500, Mr. E. L. A
Wetherell $500, Mr. A, J. Johns=on
8200, some others 8100 ecach, and Mr,
Daly made up the rest, all payable to the
order of Mr. D. D. T. Marshall,

On Satarday morning, May 20, 1772,
a great crowd of friends with bonqnets
and benedictions thronged the city of
Paris to bid God speed to Miss Emma
A, Abbott on her journey neross the At-
lantic to Milan,

On BMiss Abbott's arrival in Milan,
Lamperti pronounced her voice a marvel,

vara, to whom Stnnlvy recommended
her, aftor hearing her sing from * Mig-
non,” said, ** Yon must guit the music of
Ambroise Thomas and take the grand
scores of the masters,”

San Giovanni finally became Miss Ab-
bott’s teacher, Losing her health, she
took a trip to the Meditérannean and
back to Paris, where one day she was

by the baroness, who was so enraptnred
by her sweet voioce that she embraced her
and became her bosom friend. The
venerable Bolandi, the favonte inatrue-
tor of Malibran, offerad to instruct Miss
Abbott in Paris, but Delle Bedie, to

became her teacher. When he henrd her
sing he exclaimed, *“Mademoiselle, yon
will yet have the world at your feet,”
and Wartel, the distingnished French
teacher, said, ** When she is finished she
will be without a rival in the world."”

Madame La Grange said : ** My child,
you are very like Jenny Lind. Your
voice i8 pure, limpid, }um'erful. aweet,
charmante—charmante ™

Then all Paris became wild abont the
wandering child from Peorin. Adaline
Patti iavited her to her villa, and when
she sang an aria Patti folded her in her
arms and said : “ I love you because yon
love your art, and I see yon will become
great.”

Then Miss Abbott's fame went beyond
Paris—to London and St, Petersburg,
When Franchi, the renowned impressa-
rio of 8t. Potersburgh, heard her sing
with Patti he offered her a big price to
go to Russia, and Patti said: ** Come,
my child, with me, and T will be in a box
to appland your debmt and throw yon
your first bonquet.” DBut she chose to
stay and study with Wartel in DParis,
One day Wartel interrupted her singing
by exclaiming: ** C'est magnifique | Yon
sing like an angel, little one, Yon will
be the glory of America ™

A few doys ago I picked up the Sun
and read this cable dispateh, Mr, Gye,
the renowned Covent Garden impresaa-
rio, having introduced our sweet Peoria
warbler to the most eritical conrt audi-
ence of England:

“ Miss Emma Abbott made s very sue-
cessful debut as Danghter of the Regi-
ment at Covent Garden to-night, Though
her acting leaves something to be de-
gired, she possesses n voree of great
power and purity, and is almost perfect
in her rendering of the character. Bhe
was twice recalled after the first net.”

And when the big-hearted Ohristians
in New York read tlus paragraph—they
wheo, remembering onr Savior, put their
arms pronnd this toiling woman and
belped lier np—when they read of her
final triumph they said, ** Verily, it is
more blessed to give than to receive,”
and all the world responded, ** Of such
is the kingdom of heaven "

Aud when little Emma sball one day
stand in onr Academy of Musio, like
Nilsson and Titiens and Lncea, her sil-
ver voico filling the air like a choir of
angels, or hushing the andience by &
holy repose, then the Chiurch of the {)i-
vine Paternity will strew the first bou.
queta at the feet of her who, loving both
the chureh and the drama, improves all
the gifts which God bas given her,

i

Tur Lowell cotton manufneturing
companies are gloomy over the progpects
for the future, and some of them predict
that it will be the hardest ssason for the
manufactarers and operntives that the
city has ever known.

Acconning to the new directory, SBan
Franeisco has now a population of 273,-
35 sonls, a gain of l.‘!‘?lllﬂ during the

| eanter

produced in this eity substantiating that
fact. Herman Ganzio’s head, from the
of the forehend back to the
crown of the head, is at present one
maas of sores. The hair has been out
away by the surgeons in charge at Fort
Laramie, but the pear-shaped pateh
made by the sealping hnife is thus made
all the more distinet. The poor fellow
has been in hospital sines the 18th of
April, but his companions have stood

had been placed under ¥rost's laft ear,
almost aronnd to the centor of the neck.
‘Il"mn} Wi 0 :nln of 1o especial muscnlar
| development, and, thongh he weighed
but 120 pounds, the Ll:f’ll'l waa enongh
ulnt only tlo I)rlmk his neck, but to sever
the spinal eolumn entively, leaving the
body hanging by the integuments gl the
rear portion only, The body was allowed
to bang a few minutes alter the exami-
pation by the dootors, when it was
lowered and earried from beueath the

gallows,

Pith and Point,

A nusiNess that is picking up—the
rag-gutherer's,

Drien apples are becoming a fashion-
able dessert for swell parties,

Iria very in-jury-ons for twelve men
to be locked up in a court-house,

HowevER enraged Lo may be, it only
takes the slightest transportation to make
a clam ealm.—Cincinnati News,

Youxa Mistress—*“It’s your Bunday out
next week Jane, is it not!” Jane—
** Lor, mum | why, you've forgotten; it's
yours!™
. A VEGETARIAN who was dodging an
infuristed bull behind a  tree, ex-
claimed : ““You ungrateful beast! youn
tosa n vegetarion, who never ate beef
in his lifoe! Is that the returm you
make §"

manfully by him, and reiterated their
intention to see him through to his
home., In econversation with the re-
porter, with whom he had been previ-
onsly acquainted, Ganzio said, deseril- |
ing his mishap : I

“ You see we were coming down into
the valley of Hut creck, on our way to
Fort Laramie, when we thought we saw
Indinns coming down the creek to the
right. Instead of camping there, we
thought it safer to water our stock and
go on into the hills and make a dry |
camp in the bushes, if we ecould not
make Running Water ereek, where a
large camp of freighters was reported.

“1 had been sent on abead up the hill,
just where the big stone hut stands by
the road, and with a boy named Kountze
from Omaha, sat down to wait for
the wagons, which were slowly coming
up out of the valley, When the wagons
reached ns I started on alone through
the rocks and pine bushes to seek a good
camp. A few hundred yards further on
I lcoked down a ravine to the right and
aaw flve monnted Indinus ride neross the
valley, I started to go back to the
train, when at least a dozen Indians ran
at me ont of the brush, and yon bet I
ran and hollered for help, In a minnte
more two or three of them shot at me.
I feit a sharp, stinging puin in my left
leg, and another in my left shonlder, and
Ifell, Then they were upon me in a
minnte, and one of them put his knee
on my back, while another hit me n clip
with a club or a butt of a gun, I don’t
know which. I had no time fo think,
All T knew was I was being scalped ; m
hair was held tight, I felt o hot, a red-
liot, stinging sort of pain all aronnd the
top of my head—being torn ont by the
roots ; it was too much ; I conldn't stand
it ; I died—nt least I thought I did. But |
my scalp was saved just as it was being l
torn off. The boysat the wngons had |
seen me rmoning ; saw the Indians and
came on—thirteen of them—and got up
juat in time to prevent the red devils fin-
ishing their work. The Indinns, as well
a8 my friends, thonght I was dead.
But I came to again, and my scaip was |
laid back. It was ouly half torn off, as |
you will see, and is growing again nicely."”

The poor fellow was taken to Fort |
Laramie, and received every atiention,
and ns soon ns he was able started for his
parents’ home in Milwankee, He is the
first white man who has felt the
“Injun’s " hand in his hair this year who
has lived to come home and tell how it
feols. The Biack Hillers spent yester-
day in the ecity, and Inst evening eon-
tinned their journey eastward.,

Horrible Scene at an Execution.
[ From an Acgount of the Hanging of Bamusl From,
»t Bostown. )

Frost had risen from his chair when
the rending of the warmnt was hegun,
and the deputy behind him had fastened
the straps around his legs and arms, and
before the reading wos finished had shut
out the light from him forever by draw-
ing the black cap over his head. There
was not an instant’s delsy, and less than
five minutes lad passed between the
time the doomed man first took his step
upon the gallows stairs and that in wlnicl:
his body was thrown downward by the
relense of the drop, The drop fell with
hardly an aundible sonund, and the light
body of the murderer brought the rope
to & strong tension, Tho first thrill of
a shmdder had not run throngh the more |
sensitive of the speclators when the |
body was seen spinning at the end of the
rope, almost hendless, a fearful tear ex-|
tending over the front of the throat, and |
the blood gnshing out in strenme,. Every |
eye was rivetad on the startling and un- |
expected spectacle as the bhody turned |
round, first disclosing and then eonceal-
ing this gash. The blood, foreed up-
wird by the arterinl movements, spurted
fountain-like npward from one to two
feot, the stream falling to the floor in a
circle round the banging body. This
circle extended even to the framework
of the gallows, which was in mauy ploces
sprinkled with the blood. The welling
life-blond poured from the wound down
the front of the body and trickled from
the foet, forming a pool directly beneath |
the body, ‘Lhis recital doubtless seeins |
fall of horror, but it falls f{l!' short of
the realities of the sceno, For some two |
minntes the nrterinl gushings of blood
eontinned, and the slow dripping of
blood continued = little longer. T8,
Woodward and Jewett then stepped an-
dor the gallows and made their examina-

lagt year,

tion of the body. The knot of the rope

Dienrry—* Did T see yvon turn your
nose up at me "' Impodence—** Don't
know, I'm sure |" Dignity—** Did you
turn it vp "’  Impudence—** Well, I
tried, and you moke me think I sncceed-
od !"—Fun,

Mrs, MAuarior writes to sympathize
with poor Payson Weston on his great
walking feet having come off, She
doesn't wonder at :f, considering the
awfnl amosnt of work they have had. —
Punch,

“T wise I might die,” sighed o mid-
dle-aged maiden, ae she hung like a imp
bolster out of the third story front win-
dow, on a Sunday afternoon, and espied
the man whom she had onee coquettish-
ly rejected placidly propelling an 818
baby-cart. —Brooklyn Argus,

A GENTLEMAN in this city has a pair of
pantaloons which were worn by one of
iis ancestors a hundred years ago. They
are made of home-spun cloth, exocept
the seat, which is of thick leather. It
is inferred from this that the original
owner wis a book agent.— Norwich
Bulletin,
MARY'S LAMB,
Mary liad a hittle lamb,
We've heand it o'er and o'er,
Until that little lamh booomes
A perfect Uttle bore,
80 1 propose to make & geave,
And dig it deop and wide ;
That Mary's latb and all its bards
He buried wide by side,

A BasE-pALLIsT named Miller, formerly
catchier of the Bt. Louis club, died in
Philadelphia last week., In Lis last mo-
ments he was delirions, and fancied he
was ot his place in the ball-field, facing
his old pitcher, Bradley. His last words
were :  ““Two out, Brad—steady, now—
he wonts a high ball—steady, Brad—
there, I knew it ; that settles it.”

Mgr. Laxigr speaks of *‘ghosts of
goods onoe fleshed nad fair.” Asif he
had said, " Remnants of calico dresses
once oeccupied by pretty girls,” It is
plain enongh when yon understand it.
Or, stay ! perhaps he referred to the
stripad stoekings worn by the foremoth-
ers, Good heavens ! will some friendly
breege fan this aching brow | —flockester
Damnocrat,

A xew lnwn game is called ** Vexillo,”
Tt has not been introduced here yet, but
it is said to resemble croquet, and we
presume the way to play it is for ona
yonng miss to make a misstroke,and then
azother talls her that she cheats, and she
says ‘I don't cheat half a8 much as you
do," after which they both pitch tho
mullets over the fence go into the hounse,
and don't speak to each other for six
weeks,

A cenrraiN eminent physician, being

| invited to a dinner party, arrived at the

house of his Lost at a somewhat earlier
bour than had been named as the dinner
hour. He accordingly strolled ont of
the hense into a church-yard which was
hard by, When dinner was aunounced,

(L

!tl;« doctor was absent, and an imglir?'
b,”

was made as to where he was.
aaid one of the guests, who had seen him
in the church-yard, **he is payings visib
to some of Lis old patients,™

Tnw other evening a carringe being
driven np Maple street had to come toa

' dead halt to prevent mnning over a child

three or four years old who was seated
in the center of the street, *'Is that
your child 1" asked the driver of a man
who lounged forwned and beckoned to
the dust-covered offspring. ** Guess he
i#,” wis the slowly spoken nnswer.
“ Arven't you afraid he'll be ron over
gowe day ¢ * He mny be,  His brother
wag run over last year about this time,
arel the folks made up w purse of $100
for me " Perhaps the memory of that

| purse bad nothing to do with the other

ehildl being in the road.—Detroit Free
Preag, ;
The New York Girls® Way of Looking
at It

This voung Iady informed mo that
Ler trouseean oost upward of $10,000,
and when I expressed astonishment at
this extruvagnnt expenditure of money,
ghe paively replied ! “ Yes, 1 spent a
groat denl of money ; but one pever ox-
pects to marry more than onoce in a life-
time, and beside, papa may fail. Emma
e often expresses regret that she did
not buy lots of pretty things when she
was in Europe ; for her falher failed
immedintely nfter their return, and a few
thonsand dollars more vmnl(i not have
made much difference,”—Noak's Sun-
day Times and Measenger,




